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| burst into tears, and asked me to sit; when the | the town of —, he became a member of a school 
| first burst of emotion had in some degree subsided, | which I was teaching in that place. Several of 
| she informed me in a voice rendered tremulous | the scholars were under serious impressions and 
From the Genius of Temperance. —_ by mutual suffering, of the cause of the agonizing | a few were indulging hope. 

THE ae ed TICKET. alteration I witnessed—It was a Lottery. In the| He attended a meeting of prayer held by the 
. r 7 +early part of the year before last, William came | lads of the school, and came home unusually sol- 

P. ae se spec ag msc | to thie city to vend some of the produce of his | emn. I began to converse with him; and to 
po siiinaniin S a ines elem ah | father’s farm; with the proceeds of the sale he | upon him the duty of seeking God with his whole 
“B y ettine stiff lately”? Tinatinctivel turned | P¥rchased a lottery ticket, the same day that tick- | heart. I referred him to those lads who I believ- 
- 1s gowns y- y }et came upa prize of three thousand dollars, | ed had found the Saviour, and asked him if he 


NARRATIVE. 








and saw one of the most loathsome objects I ever | 





beheld; a man stood reeling against a cask—his 
scanty clothing in tatters, and shaking with the 
intense cold.’ Perceiving his glazed hollow eye 
fixed on me, I mildly asked, ‘‘ Did you speak to 
me, sir,” ‘‘O,” said he (and the sound of his voice 
was horrid) ‘‘ you don’t know me, I sup 64 
‘Indeed I do not,” said I. ‘‘ Look again,” said 
he. I did so. Forcing myself to scrutinize a 
countenance in which disease and infamy were 
too Tegibly stamped, I could not discern a single 
lineament I could recollect to have seen before. 
“What,” said he, ‘‘ have you forgotten Bill —?” 
“Ts it possible,” said I, ‘* are you Williaws H—.” 
*Twas even so. Three short years since, I knew‘ 
him in New Jersey, and inthe village where he then 
resided; he was literally ‘‘ the glass of fashion and 
the mould of form.” He was by profession a 
farmer, and 

«* Oft have I seen him at the peep of dawn, 

Brushing with hasty steps the dews away, 

To meet the sun upon the lawn.”’ " 
while his joyous carol evinced the possession of a 
heart uncontaminated by vice, and untouched by 
the slightest breath of sorrow. 

He loved, wooed, and won. I was at his wed- 
ding ; and such a bride! Though born and edu- 
cated in a country village, Clara N— forcibly re- | 
minded me of Milton’s rapturous description of | 
our general mother. She was indeed a beautiful | 
girl, possessing all the necessary and many of the | 
luxurious accomplishments of the age. In the | 
full enjoyment of youth and health, she gave her 
young heart’s first best affections to the keeping of | 
one, who promised in the sight of God, to love and | 
protect her through life, and who received her as | 








“ Heaven’s last best gift to man.” . One year’s | I 


‘ 


unalloyed happiness was increased by a cherub 
pledge of love, an-additional bond of union. 

Such was William H—. Not having heard | 
of him for more than a year past, and believing | 
him still blessed in the fond endearments of an | 
excellent wife and lovely child, judge my feelings 
at meeting him in the miserable besotted wretch | 
before mentioned. As soon as I could command | 


myself, I end d to | th ‘ |he not so now?” 
of the awful prt Rag or pry | chem? Aare she, faintly, ‘‘ my heart is almost broken, but still | He immediately began to pray. And such hum- 


inebriated t h tl itated - | a 
nan, Fle wave eae the plece of he abode ond | beautiful lines by Percival in his ‘‘neglected wife.”’ | for pardon, such devout thanksgiving for mercy, 


tions. He gave me the place of his abode and 
with drunken earnestness urged me to call and 
see him at my leisure; giving him the desired 


promise, I left him. Following his direction, I | 
entered an obscure street in the vicinity of the | 


dry dock; with gome difficulty I succeeded in find- 


ing a small tenement in the rear, inhabited by a | des 
medly of the lowest grade of human beings, the maining, after having in as delicate a manner as {thought I never kacw whet religion wes; my 


entrance to which was a narrow dirty alley. In| possible, tendered pecuniary assistance, which she ee oe ; 
a small back room in which was but two broken gratefully declined, I took my leave, deeply afflict- | ™Y aith weak and wavering. 


chairs, an old table, and what seemed an apology 


for a bed, I saw the object of my search. But | effects of lotteries. 
oh! how changed. The once blooming, charm- | 
Clara was but the shadow of her former self. | RELIGION. 
er cheek was wasted—her once lovely form | 
attenuated by the ruthless blight of sorrow, and | 


once beautiful eye sparkling with fond antici- 
pations of the future, now dimmed and sunken by 
meessant weeping, told a tale of horror. 





which was immediately paid by the artful vender. 
The sudden possession of (to him) so much mon- 
ey, literally, as poor Clara said, turned his head, 
and has produced the most disastrous consequen- 
ces both physical and moral. He immediately 
hired a house in Walker-street, took there his wife 
and child, despite of his father’s earnest entrea- 
ty to the contrary, and commenced the gentleman. 

‘or a time all was happiness, but soon the des- 
troyer came. The golden pinions of industrious 
times were transformed to lead by the demon of 
idleness. He had nothing to do. In this situa- 
tion he was noticed by some of those fiends in hu- 





did not wish to share with them in their happiness 
— if he did not feel that he hada soul of infinite 
value—if heaven and the favor of God, were not 
ohjects worth striving for? Yes, was his emphat- 
ic reply. I endeavored to show him that it was 
in his power to secure these blessings now. As I 

roceeded he grew more affected. Iu upon 

im still more strongly, the duty of immediate sub- 
mission. ‘‘ The thing required of you is to repent 
of your sins and believe on Christ. To repent of 
sin is to be sorry for it because it is in the 
sight of God, and to do what God requires—to 
believe in Christ, is to commit yourself into his 















,man shape, fashionably called sportsmen. Natural- | hands, to be saved or lost, just as he pleases, en- 





She ' an affectionate disposition. 

















































ly fond of company and unsuspicious of fraud, he | tirely, and forever. Now this is what you must 
ecame the easy dupe of their hellish arts. From | do, or you can never be saved. You may do a 
the height of moral rectitude, he step by step de- | great many other things, you may weep, you may 
scended to the lowest abyss of guilt and misery, | pray, read your Bible and attend meetings, but 
and became the abject wretch he now is. And/| without repenting of sin and yielding up your 
where was his wife, the fondly cherished partner} soul into the hands of Christ, you cannot go 
of his soul? At home enduring all the pangs of where Christ is. But you wish to be saved, and 
deceived affection, in the unworthiness of its ob-| are you willing to do these things, and to do 
ject; she urged, prayed, and on her trembling | them now, this very ae 
knees conjured him to remember his duty to his; During this conversation his mind was laboring 
God and to his family; she entreated him not to} with deep emotion—the struggle was increasing, 
desert. his wife, his affectionate Clara, whom he | and I thought hastening to a crisis. I thought 
had sworn to love and protect—but all to no pur- | therefore no means should be left unemployed, 
pose. The arch fiend intemperance had seduced | which the word of God would justify; and no 
and claimed him as his own, and with heart rending | time should be lost. I proposed then to pray with 
anguish she submitted to her fate. For some him. And the whole object of my prayer, I said 
time past, they have subsisted on the charity of | to him, shall be that you may come to Christ at 
some kind-hearted relatives; his father having | this very time, and not add to all your past sins, 
cast him off as irreclaimable. ‘‘Oh!’’ said the | the sin of rejecting him, now that he is brought 
unfortunate Clara, and tears overflowed her care | distinctly before you. What I want of you, is, 
indented cheek,—‘‘ Mr. B. did you know what | that while I utter the words, you will perform the 
have suffered, you would pity me.’ ‘‘ From | act of giving yourself to him. It must be your own 
my soul I do pity you, said I, but why do you not | act and not mine, that is to save you. ill you 
return to your friends, who would receive you | do it before you rise? ‘‘I will try,” he replied. 
with open arms.”’ ‘‘I cannot,”’ said she, ‘‘ I shall | But you must try with all the power of your soul, 
never leave him, he may yet be reclaimed. Oh | I said, or you will not be saved; and if you do 
no, I can never desert him while I have life, and | not succeed it will be your own fault. e uni 
that”—(and her lip quivered as she spoke) ‘‘I; ted in prayer. After I had finished, I asked him 
trust will not be long. He was kind to me once,”’ | if he thought he had yielded himself to Christ. He 
she added, ‘‘ but now’’—(she hesitated.) ‘‘Is | replied with deep emotion, ‘‘I hope I have.” 
Iasked. ‘‘ Spare me,” said | ‘‘ Can you express your feelings in a prayer?” 





I love him.” I could not help thinking of those | ble hearty confessions of sin—such earnest cries 


‘* Though he should spurn me I would calmly bear 
His madness, and should sickness come and lay 

Its paralyzing hand upon him, then 

I would with kindness all my wrong repay, 

Until the penitent should weep and say, 

How injured and how faithful I had been.’” 


Thinking I might add to her distress by re- 


| and fervent petitions for blessings. I was altogeth- 
| er astonished and delighted to hear from one who 
; Was so young in years as well asin grace. Ney- 
| er shall I forget the melting scenes of that eve- 
/ning. I felt humbled and subdued, as in the 
| presence of superior piety. Indeed I almost 








| prayers seemed cold and formal; my zeal languid, 


a | after praying for himself was the conversion of 
ed with what I had seen and heard of herr gay “his ane. « 5 Sndh Dennis Ghahenty Geeta Sate 
bane | then he prayed for his other relatives; then for 
| the members of thefamily where he boarded; then 
| for the minister and the church. For all these 

From the Sabbath School Record. | objects he prayed most fervently and copiously. 
IMMEDIATE SUBMISSION TO CHRIST. | The next morning he attended a prayer meeting, 
W. was a youth of winning manners and | with deep interest. After breakfast, as I entered 
During a revival in ' his room, I fownd him bathed in tears. On in- 
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quiring the cause, he said his father did not 
in the family; and he wished me to pray for 
We both united in prayer for this object. 

emotions were se stro 


Kim. 
His 
that he could with diffi- 
culty proceed. But this was not sufficient—he 
could not let the matter rest until he addressed 
a letter to his father that very morning, in which 


ter in its loveliest attractions. With a well bal- 
anced and well cultivated mind,—with deep and 


meekness, prudence, and condescension. Her 
heart was ever set upon doing good, and her 
hands were ever active in carrying into effect her 
benevolent designs. 


fervent piety—she united an unusual share of 





he stated his change of feelings, and — = 
him the duty of maintaining family worship. e 
felt deeply for his sister. When her case was 
mentioned, he would often burst into tears. He 
would frequently converse with her, and urge her 
to come to Christ immediately. More than once 
he requested me to converse with her, in the same 
manner that I did with him, when he made the 
great choice, hoping that the same words would 
produce the same effect. Speaking of her case 
one time, he said, ‘‘ M— says she cannot feel, 
her heart is hard—what a foolish excuse for not 
repenting—let her come to Christ, that she might 
feel,—then her heart will soften.” 

Many more circumstances might be mention- 
ed, showing the reality of the change he had ex- 
perienced. But,perhaps after all they are not so 
decisive of it, as his subsequent daily deportment. 
‘* By their fruits ye shall know them.” It soon 
appeared that what he manifested the evening 
above spoken of, was not the offspring of excited 
animal feeling, but the genuine effects of the Spir- 
it. His Bible immediately became his most valued 
book. Prayer was his delight, and im religious 
meetings and religious conversation he felt a deep | 
interest. It is now several months since he indulged 
hope, and he appears to be walking still in the 
path of wisdom and truth. 

My youthful readers, in the story of this lad’s 
Conversion, you see that immediate repentance 
and submission to God, is a thing which can be 
done by you. You have the same powers that 














At the age of twenty, she went to reside with 
her friends in the town of S——, Indiana. Here 
opened before her a field well suited to her talents 
and untiring zeal to benefit those around her. 
One of the principal spheres in which her influ- 
ence was felt was that of Sabbath Schools. With 
but few religious privileges in the place, and few 
to co-operate with her in her benevolent efforts, 
she collected and sustained a female Sabbath School 
for several seasons almost entirely by her own ex- 
ertions. Having herself learned the worth of such 
instruction in early life, she spared no pains to 
communicate the same to others. 

In the autumn of 1829 she was married to a 
gentleman of high literary and moral worth. But 
the bridal robe was destined soon to be exchang- 
ed for the habiliments of the grave! Her consti- 
tution being undermined by previous disease, it 
was soon discovered, by the hectic flush which 
crimsoned her cheek, that death was on his way, 
and the labors of the devoted Sabbath School 





of 
females, commenced a Sabbath School in a re- 
mote part of the parish. The people were quite 
poor and illiterate, and seldom or never visited 


— 


would permit, she exhorted those around lier to 
exercise strong faith in God, and to persevere 
steadfast to the end. At length she fell asleep 
in Jesus; thus leaving us her dying testimony 
of the untold value@ efficacy of true religion, 
to support the soul d the pains of dissolving 
nature. 

She needs no sculptured marble to remind her 


friends of her worth,—no bending willow to point 
out the spot where her dust reposes. 
such as these, the wasting hand of time may de- 
stroy; while that which is engraven on the tablet 
of the memory and embalmed in the affections 
of the heart, shall remain for ever. a 


Mementos 


B. C. C 
SABBATH SCHOOL. 


From the Sabbath School Ricond 
THE TEACHER PALD. 
Mr, Editor.—We have heard it surmised, that 








Sabbath school teachers are paid for their servi- 
ces. 
how this is done. 


The following statement may serve to show 


After the visit of the general agent, in the town 
last July, a few individuals, principally 





teacher were ended. Nor were our fears unfound- | the house of God. These children had never en- 
ed; forthe hour of her departure was near at hand; , joyed the advantages of a Sabbath School, and 


but never, no never, will her friends forget the , were growing 
power of religion, which sustained this suffering , ligious truth. ‘ 

Such was the interest she felt for her Sab- | edly opposed to Sabbath Schools, and it was be- 
lieved by some friends of the cause that an at- 
tempt to establish one im that neighborhood would 
be vain. 


saint. 
bath School class, that she sent for them to visit 
her on her bed of sickness, that she might once 
more direct them to the Saviour. It was a touch- 
ing scene to witness her anxiety for them, and 
hear her say,—‘‘I find now when I am too feeble 
to read, that the precious promises of the Bible, 


this youth has; you are equally capable of choos- | which I committed years ago inthe Sabbath School, 
| 


ing God for your portion. Why should you con- 
tinue to love the world and shut the Saviour from 


afford me unspeakable consolation in my affliction. 
Near the close of life she would often exclaim, 


your hearts, who has so long stood knocking, say-| in language like this—I feel more than ever that 


ing, ‘‘ If any man will hear my voice and open the 
door, I will come in and sup with him, and he 
with me?” N. 
ee = oe: 





OBITUARY. 


A GOOD HOPE, 
Exomplified in the useful Life and triumphant Death of Mrs. M. 
(Furnished by a Pastor, for the Pastor’s Journal.] 

Maria M was from a child the subject of 
serious impressions. Her seriousness, however, 
like that of most youth, who sess an uncom- 
mon share of vivacity, was of short duration. Pos- 

ing an amiable disposition and engaging man- 
ners, she won the affections of all around her. 
The Spirit often strove, and for a season her at- 
tention would be arrested to the realities of eterni- 
ty; but again and again the heavenly messenger 
would be grieved away. Her ruling passion was 
a love for yain amusements. Moving in the first 
circles of the youth who always considered their 
pars | — by her presence, she was thus be- 
guiled along in pursuit of fancied bliss. 
** She tried the enchanting viol’s sound, 
Where mirth and gayety abound.”’ 

Her attention at length became effectually ar- 
rested. Atthe age of about sixteen years she 
hopefully experienced religion, and united with 
the Presbyterian church in M——, Ohio. It 
would seem that her conversion was in answer to 
special prayer, inasmuch as the church had set 
apart a day for fasting and prayer in behalf of an- 
xious sinners; and on that very day she hopefully 
gave her heart to the Saviour. Her religious 








| of trial! 


the promises of God are true. O it is a glorious 
| fact that God does support his people in the hour 
How sweet is that promise, ‘‘ my grace 
| Shall be sufficient for thee!’ I am conscious that 
I have the supports of his grace. O what occa- 
sion have I to bless God for his abounding mercy. 

The writer often visited and conversed familiar- 
ly with her on*the momentous scenes which were 
about to opento her view. Although on earth, she 
seemed to breathe, as it were, the atmosphere of 
heaven. ‘If it be the will of God,” said she, ‘ it 
is my choiceto die. I have no desire to recover. 
I feel that it is desirable to depart and be with 
Christ. I have committed my all to his hands, 
and I know that he will not forsake me. O, I used 
to think that I felt the value of religion, but nev- 
er till of late have I so fully appreciated its worth.” 
Within a few days of her death, she would ex- 
claim,—‘‘ Surely I can say, none but Jesus ! none 
but Jesus!’? Having been informed that it was 
the opinion of her physician that she could sur- 


what blessed news!””. Five days before her death, 
she had a most distressing season. Her friends 
{thought her to be dying, and she thought so her- 
iself. As she revived, so as to be able to speak, 
| she said,—‘‘ I thought I was leaving you. 1 wish 
I could tell you what wonderful views and feelings 
I have had during my distress; but it is impossi- 
ble for me to express them. Never have I had 
such glorious views of heaven and the Lord Jesus.” 
Said her sister,—‘‘ Do you feel the force of that 
| passage, ‘eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, nei- 








exercises were marked by peculiarly abasing views | ther hath it entered into the heart of man to con- 


of herself, and by a deep sense of the justice of 


God in the condemning sentence of his holy law. 
As she indulged the hope of pardoned sin, her 
mind seems to have enjoyed a most delightful 


confidence in the perfections and government of 


Her views of the doctrines of grace were 
truly evangelical. From this time to her death, 
she maintained a close and tender walk with God, 


and exhibited to the world the Christian charac- ed to follow me!” 


ceive, the things which God hath laid up for them 
that love him?’ ” ‘*Oyes! it is beyond the con- 
ception of mortals. If i can have such views on 
earth, what will heaven be!” To a dear friend 
present, who had been exceedingly kind, but is 
not a professor of religion, she exclaimed in lan- 
guage of unutterable tenderness,—‘‘ Be a Christ- 
ian—love the Saviour—that you may be prepar- 
As her extreme weakness 





vive but a very few days, she exclaimed,—‘ O|i 


5 the grossest ignorance of re- 
any of the parents were profess- 


But these teachers were not discoura- 
ged by the doubts of their friends. They deter- 
mined to make the effort, and by their faithfulness 
in visiting from house to house and conversing 
with parents and children, the whole neighbor- 
hood were soon aroused to the subject and became 
interested in the school. The truths arrested the 
attention of the scholars and affected their hearts 
and they were led to the house of God. Shortly 
after this, a revival commenced in the place, and 
among those who were brought to love the Sa- 
viour, and give their hearts to God, were two 
brothers from this Sabbath School. They had 
before been noted for their ignorance, but the 
knowledge they have acquired of the Bible in 
these few months, is such as to astonish all who 
converse with them. 

The school is continued this winter, though the 
families live remote from the place where it is 
held and from each other, and the teachers have to 
travel a distance of four miles every week to attend 
it. But they are not dishearte On one of the 
coldest Sabbaths in December (the last in the month 
I think) as one of them, a young lady, returned 
from the school, her father said to her, ‘‘I won- 
der you will be so foolish as to go over there in 
the cold and freeze yourself for nothing.” ‘‘ Why, 
father,”’ she replied, ‘‘I was more yal pard, for 
we had twenty-nine scholars and a most interest- 


ae 

ay not every teacher, who will be thus faith- 
ful, expect to be more than paid from Sabbath to 
Sabbath. And if the satisfaction of seeing a full 
school, or even a full class, affords the faithful 
teacher a present reward for his labor of love, 
what will be his joy when in another world he 
may be permitted to see his whole class standing 
on the right hand of the Judgegand clothed in 
the righteousness of Christ? Ext such teach- 
er will be ready so say then, I am more than paid, 
a thousand fold. 





From the 8. 8. Record. 
WHAT MAKES THE DIFFERENCE? 
Mr. Editor.—During the last summer there 
was a revival in —, and among those who became 
pious were seven bers of the Sabbath School. 
Five of these seven belonged to one class, consist- 
ing of six individuals. This class was taught by 
iss —, the instructress of the common school 











in the place, and one of the remaining two who 
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became ‘on in the Sabbath School, was one of 
her pupils. es 

On inquiring in regard to the manner in which 

iss — instructed her class, I was told ‘‘ she is 
very faithful, and every w endeavors to im- 
and consciences 
of her hearers,’ and she doubtless prayed for 
them in her closet. In that same Sabbath School 
were more than one hundred scholars, and some 
eleven or twelve teachers, but there were found 
among them all, only these seven, who repented 
of their sins aad gave themselves to Christ. Now 
] should like to inquire, Mr. Editor, What makes 
the difference? Here are a hundred children, who 
have the same portion of Scripture to study from 
week to week; they use the same question book, 
hear the same preaching, and so far as appears 
are equally well instructed at home, many of them 
are serious and solemn, and seem to feel the striv- 
ings of the Spirit, but only seven submit to God, 
and five of those from a single class. Again J 
would ask, what makes the difference between this 
and the other classes in that school? Most of the 
teachers I believe are pious. 

It may throw some light on the subject, if I 
state further, that this same teacher, once had a 
class in the Sabbath School at C—, and during 
the last summer she heard from that class, that 
every one of them, had become the friends of 
God. 





THE ADULT SUNDAY SCHOLAR, 

“Can you read?” saida gentleman, to a young 
man who was accustomed to go from town to town 
selling cloth; ‘‘O yes, Sir,” he replied; ‘‘ but I 
could not till very lately.”»—‘‘ But how was it, that 
you did not learn to read when you were a boy?” 
“JT don’t knew, Sir, but I did not; and I have 
been so vexed many times on my journeys, to see 
aboard ona post by the road side, showing the right 
way, ora mile-stone, because I could not tell what 
was upon them; and so, sir, I thought I would 
learn to read. And now I am so glad, for I can 
read them. And I can read any thing.”—‘‘ Can 
ou,” said the gentleman; ‘‘ and do you read the 
ible??? ‘*O yes,” said he; ‘I always carry 
one with me.”’ ‘‘ And where did you learnto read?” 
“OQ, sir, I went to one Sunday school when I was 
in one place; and to another, when I was in 
another part of the country; and begged the 
teachers to show me how to read: and though I 
could not tell a letter when I first went, in a few 
weeks I could read in the spelling book.” Sure- 

ly every one may learn to read who really tries. 

s 


[Youth's Friend. 
(RE 











THE NURSERY. 


THE VIOLETS. 

Harriet Merton was a little girl who was very 
fond of wearing fine clothes, and very ready to 
despise the good and humble. This was a cause 
of great grief to her kind mother. 

ne morning Mrs, Merton took Harriet with 
her to see a poor and aged woman, who was sick. 
She talked much of the goodness of God to her, 
and the blessings of the Gospel; and turning to 
Harriet, said, ‘‘ Jesus is a kind Saviour;_he says, 
‘I love them that love me, and those who seek 
me early shall find me.” 

Harriet coldly withdrew her hand; her mother 
was grieved at the expression of her face, and 
making some kind remark to poor old Mary, they 
bid her good pe, and set out on their return 
home. They soon arrived at the gate of their 
own garden, and on entering, Harriet exclaimed, 
“Oh, how delightful!—where can those sweet 
flowers be, mother?” 

“IT think you will find them under those shrubs.” 

Harriet stooped down, and moving the leaves, 
exclaimed, ‘‘ Oh! yes; here are some violets, may 

pick some, mother?” 

“Yes, my dear; and what is that yellow flower 
Rear you?’”’ 

“It is a daffodil, mother; but I like the violets 





‘©The modest humble violet will always be 
most loved. May my daughter resemble that 
little flower. Modesty and humility, are virtues 
which always adorn the brightest characters, and 
the ornament of a meek and quiet spirit is one of 
great price. ‘Pride goeth before destruction, 
and a haughty spirit before a fall;’ and ‘God re- 
sisteth the proud, and giveth grace to the hum- 
ble.’ Pray that the pride of your evil heart may 
be taken away, that you may be willing to follow 
Him, who was despised and rejected of men for 
your sake, and when he was upon the earth, had 
not where to lay hishead.” _[ Youth’s Friend. 


BREAKING THE COMMANDMENTS. 
I want to tell you a short story about a little 
girl, four years old, who broke the fifth command- 
ment without thinking of it. Her name I do not 
now remember, but I will call her Mary Ann. 





in the town where she lives; and a minister, who 
attended that meeting, took dinner, one day, at her 
father’s. When they came to sit down at the ta- 
ble, a little dispute arose between Mary Ann and 
her older sister Eliza about their seats. Mary 
Ann wanted to sit where her sister did. Her 
father said, ‘Mary Ann, my dear, come and take 
this seat.’ She stopped and d unwilling to 
do as her father had commanded her. The min- 
ister turned round and said, ‘ My little girl, do 
you remember the fifth commandment?’ Mary 
Ann looked as though she knew it, but could not 
think how it begun. The minister then told her 
the first word, ‘Honor.’ She then repeated the 
whole command, ‘Honor thy father and thy 
mother,’ &c. ‘Now,’ said the minister, ‘that 
means, when your father or mother tell you to 
do any thing, you must do it immediately, and do 
it pleasantly.’ Just as soon as this little girl found 
she was breaking one of God’s commandments by 
not obeying her father, she left her sister and went 
and took the chair which her father had told her 
to take. As soon.as she had obeyed her father 
vand obeyed God, she began to look pleasant and 
happy—and appeared so all the time they were at 
the table. [S. S. Instructer. 











EMPITORIAL. 








THE UNFAITHFUL FATHER. 
I once knew a gentleman who had a little daugh- 
ter he loved very much. He was very anxious 
that she should be a kind, pleasant and affection- 
ate girl, and was willing to do all that he could 
tomake her happy. He was a rich man, and 
could afford to give his little girl handsome clothes, 
and good food. This little girl loved her father, 
very much. When he came home in the evening, 
she would run to meet him, and he would take her 
upon his knee and kiss her, and play with her 
some times for an hour together. He was in some 
respects a very good father, for he was kind to 
his family, and very much loved his little Sarah. 
But in other things he was not a good father, for 
he did not think of God, and he did not talk to his 
little girl about God, and about Heaven. He 
wished to see Sarah happy: but he only thought 
of this world, and did nothing to prepare Sarah to 
die. Sarah sometimes did things that were wrong, 
but he never told her that if she did so God would 
not be pleased with her, but only that he should 
not be pleased with her. Sarah had a wicked 
heart, for she did not love God, and did not love 
to pray; but her father never told her that if she 
did not love God she could not go to Heaven. 
Her father knew that Jesus died for sinners, but 
he never said any thing about it to Sarah. He 
would tell her that she ought to love him, and her 





best, because they smell sd sweetly.” 


Some months ago, there was a great meeting | 











































































not tell her to love God -who made her, and the 
Saviour who died for her. Thus her father was 
in some things a very good father, and in other 
things a very bad father. Sarah knew that he 
ought to love the Saviour, for her minister often 
told her so. Every year Sarali grew taller, and 
learned more, and her father loved her better. 
I knew Sarah very well. When she was about 
fourteen years ofage, she was one day taken sick. 
The physician who came to s¢e her, thought she 
would soon get well, but the next day she was 
much worse. She grew worse and worse every 
day till the doctor was afraid she could not get well. 
One morning he called to see her and found her 
so sick that he knew she must die. He told her 
father that his daughter could not live two days 
longer. Her father was almost crazy when he 
found that his daughter must- die. Sarah knew 
that she was very sick, but she had no idea that 
she was dangerously sick. Her father could not 
bear to tell her, that she was soon to die, and all 
day he stood about the bed, now and then going 
away to hide his tears. The next day the doctor 
came in, and found that she was dying. He told 
her father that she could not live more than an 
hour. Sarah was lying bolstered up in the bed, 
pale and thin, hoping that in a few days she should 
be well enough to ride out. She was dying and she 
did not know it. She had her reason perfectly, 
and though she could not talk very loud, she 
could speak in a low voice without much difficul- 
ty. Her friends thought it was very wrong to let 
her die without telling her of her situation. Her 
father at last was persuaded to tell her. He, 
trembling in great distress, put his face down to 
his daughter’s cheek, and told her that she was 
dying. Sarah started—looked at her father— 
looked at her weeping friends around the bed and 
said, ‘‘ Dying? dying? Oh papa I am unprepar- 
ed—my soul is lost.” Her father burst into an 
agony of tears. ‘‘ Oh it was cruel—it was cruel,” 
said Sarah, ‘‘ to give me no more time to prepare 
for death. Father, why did you not tell me of my 
danger sooner?” Her father could make no re- 
ply. ‘‘Oh,” said Sarah, trembling and almost 
fainting, ‘‘father you never told me of death, and 
now I am going to the bar of God unprepared, 
and my soul is lost—Oh it was unkind—it was 
unkind.” And thus she died. 
What must be the feelings of that father? Are 
any parents who read this, prepered to go through. 
a similar scene? If not, you' must educate your 
children for Heaven. Are there any children 
who read this, ready to die so dreadful a death? 
Some of you have pious parents who tell you your 
duty. Perhaps some of you have parents who do 
not tell you of death and Heaven; but if you have, 
you know that you must soon die and appear be- 
fore the bar of God. So there is no excuse for 
any one to live without loving the blessed Saviour, 
If you love Him who died to save you, He wilk 
make you happy when you die. 
* Jesus can make a dying bed 
Feel soft as downy pillews are; 


While on his breast I lean my head . 
And breathe my life out sweetly there.” 





FATAL MISCHIEF. 

A boy about twelve years old, was sliding in 
the neighborhood of Fifth street, Philadelphia, 
recently, when another lad, mischievously tripped 
him up, so that he fell violently upon his head, and 





mother, and be kind to every body. But he did 
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was injured so materially that he died in an hour. 
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YOUTH’s COMPANION. 








Communicated fer the Youth's Companion. 
LETTERS FROM CHILDREN OF MISSIONARIES. 
Addressed to a Lady in Boston. 


yt Matta, Jone 4, 1830. 
Dear Miss S.—Your letter to Eliza Dodd and 
to me was a very good letter; mama did read it 
tous. After that, it was my birth-day, the third 
day of April, and I was four years old, and my 
young friends did come to see me, and my papa 
got some flowers, and they made a crown of them, 
and put it on my head. They did not make it of 
thorns, as the wicked people did for the Lord Je- 
sus to hurt his head; they made it so for him, be- 
cause they did hate him; but they made mine for me 
of flowers because they did love me, and because 
they did wish me to be happy. And Eliza and I 
did stand up and say that good Jane Taylor’s 
Hymn ‘“ To a little sister on her birth-day;” and 
then papa did talk to me and to the other children, 
and he gave me one book, and Mrs. Dwight did 
give me one, and William and Emily Ann Bird 
gave me another; andthen Mr. Temple did pray 
a good prayer for me and for the other children; 
and we were all very pleasant. But the next day, 
my crown of flowers was faded away, and it was 
good for nothing, and I did almost cry; and my 
papa told me, that, if I went to Heaven, they 
would put a crown on my head, which would nev- 
er fade away; it would be made of gold, and 
would be as bright as the sun; and the els 
would be glad to see me there; and there would 
not be one boy nor one bad girl in Heaven, 
Bor one man nor one woman; but they 
would all be good, and they would all have crowns 
of on their heads, and in their hands, 
would all fall down on their faces and worship 
the Lamb, for he is worthy; and they would all 


be very happy. 

I think N, athan Dickerman, that you wrote 
about, is there; and I hope you will send me the 
book, that they made about him; for I can read 


eas ; and Eliza can read a great many 
3 and she reads eve’ morning in the Bible 
with and mama and Mrs. t 


Onur little brother William had one tooth day 
before yesterday—we know that he has a tooth, 
because when he opens his mouth we can see it; 
and when we put our fingers in his mouth we can 
feel it; and uF a there is a spoon in his mouth, 
we can hear it; so in these three ways, because 
we can see it, and feel it, and hear it, we know, 
that he has a tooth—and mama says he is better 
than Eliza and I were, when we were babies, 
but I cannot remember so long ago. 

My and mama know you very well, and 
they their love to you, and they wish you 
would come in some day and take tea with them, 
and then Eliza Dodd and I would see you, and 
you would tell us a Bible story.—You must read 
this letter to Henry H— and his brothers; and 
you must pray that we may all have new hearts. 

I cannot write but when papa takes hold of my 
hand, for I am a very little girl, and my name is 
Asicait Davis Goope.t. 


Buyvkpvere, Ave. 31, 1831. 
Dear Miss S.—The fire was very terrible in- 
? e never saw such a fire before. It bla- 
zed very high from all the houses. We were 
frightened very much. We took our bonnets, and 


and that it was the only toy we had left. But we 
now have something better than all the toys in 
the world, that is, we have another little brother. 
The Lord sent him down from Heaven yesterday 
to our dear papa and our dear mama to comfort 
them,—and a very fine boy he is, depend upon it, 
only he does not know much. Mr. Rhind says 
he is a little Turk boy ; but we say he is not a 
Turk boy, but a little American boy. He is a 
perfect beauty, but he does not know much; but 
if we teach him, then he will know more. 

When we ran away from the fire, we got into a 
boat, and came about eighteen miles the safne 
night to this place, where we can look into the 
Black Sea. The next day we found a house, and 
had it washed; and the day after we came into it; 
and just as we came in, there was a fire here at 
Buyukdere. And papa sent for a boat to come 
to the door to take us all away; and we began to 
cry, and said, we would go back to Malta, and 
would not stay here, for the fire came wherever 
we went. But the fire ran up the mountain, and 
went out, and did not burn any house. But there 
have been many fires at Constantinople, since 
Pera was burnt down. About two hundred houses 
were burnt at one time, and about four hundred 
at another; and for the week past, there have 
been fires almost every night. It is certainly 
very dreadful. But when the whole world is 
burnt up, it will be a great deal more dreadful. 
We hope, that we shall be out of the reach of that 
fire, and shall lose nothing by it. You must pray 
for us, that it may be so. 

Give our love to all our friends, if the fire has 
not burnt them; and tell our cousins, when you 
see them; that we now have two little brothers, 
and that we ought to be as happy as happy can 
be. We think mama will get well very quick, for 
Dr. De Kay is living with us from America. We 
have no time to write more, or rather papa has 
none; and he says he can write better without 
us than with us; and so with love from him and 
dear mama to you and all, we remain your little 
friends Ex1za Dopp Goopett. 

Asicam Davis Goopett. 





MORE DONATIONS ror rue LITTLE GREEK PAPER 
New-York, Fes. 6, 1832. 
To the Editor of the Youth's C e 
Sir,—On reading Mr. Brewer's Letter to the readers of the 
Youth’s hers yery in your last No. our hearts became interested 
in the Turkish and Greek Children of Smyrna. The question was 
Proposed, how much will you give to ir. Brewer to print the 
Philos ton Neon (the Friend of Youth)? 1 will give 12 1-2 cent 
said E. a little boy—I will gre the same, said M. a little girl—an 
1 25 cents, said 8.—and 1 will give 50 cents—and I one dollar—said 
several members of the family, who were interested in this expres- 
sion of youthful benevolence. We herewith inclose you four do! 
which you will p! send to Mr. Brewer, with the good wishes of 
this little family circle. 








Amespoury, Ms. Fes. 13, 1832. 
Sir—The youth who read the Youth’s Companion for which I sub- 
scribe, wishing to aid in the support of a Paper for the poor, igno- 
rant Greek Turkish children, have requested me te forward two 
dollars and twenty-five cents, inclosed, which they have furnished 
for that object. Pk tlle, * Ses ay 





Selected for the Youth’s Companion. 
SMALL RAIN UPON THE TENDER HERB. 
Fes. 26. Sab. Tue Lorp is in his Holy Temple. 
27. Mon. Let Us love one another. 
28. Tues. Do Tuy Seur no harm. 
29. Wed. Marx the perfect mau. 
Mar. 1. Thurs. Be patient. 
2 Fri. The heart is deceitful. 
3. Sat. Thy kingdom come. 
*¢ The Bible is a cabinet of Precious Jewrxs.”’ 





ran out of the house, and left our beds, and our 
books, and our toys. The fire did not ask whose 
things they were, and we —_ displeased, that 
it burnt them up, just as it would burn up old straw, 
or very dry wood. It burnt up our Spelling books, 
our Grai , Geographies, Little Philosophers, 
and afl our picture books, and story books, and 
Sabbath School books; and also all our dolls, and 
maps, and toys. But Nathan Dickerman is not 
burnt, and one Hymn book is not burnt, and one 
of Miss Abby W—’s butterflies, which she sent 
us is not burnt.. When you see her, (she lives 
at A—-_——-,) will you tell her, that one of her 
butterflies is not burnt. It is a pretty butterfly, 
and she will be glad to know, that it is not burnt, 


MISCELLANY. 


- BOY’S HONESTY. 

A pane of glass at the Boylston School House 
in Boston was broken, and the Instructer inquired 
not to know what boy did the mischief, but re- 
quested that the boy who did it should rise in his 
place and state how he did it, the master not 
knowing whether the window was broken by one 
of the scholars or not.—Upon which a lad very 
honestly and promptly rose and stated that he did 
it, and also the manner in which it was done. The 
father of the lad sent word to the teacher that he 











would send a glazier and repair the damage; but 





one of the sub-committee of the school returned 


| for answer, that in such a case, where a boy had 


so manfully, fairly and fully acknowledged the 
fact, that the city would most cheerfully make 
good the damage i 


Ferocity or a Woxrr.—A late French paper 
has the following paragraph: 

A she wolf of uncommon size, which from its 
excessvie fury is supposed to have been mad, hag 
within the last two days bitten nearly 30 persons 
in the neighborhood of Mouchard and Viliers 
Farley. This morning she fastened on the neck 
of the horse of Mr. Annel, the post-master of the 
latter town, as he was returning home from Mov- 
chard; he beat her off with a heavy loaded whip 
and continued his route, but seeing the enraged 
animal attack a foot passenger, he rushed to ll 
assistance, and turning the fury of the beast on 
himself, was so horribly mutilated that his face 
was torn to pieces and his life is despaired 
of. Another man tried to rescue the sufierers, 
but was obliged to make a precipitate escape; at 
length a young man aged 27, perfectly unarmed, 
seized the wolf tightly round the body as she 
sprung open mouthed uponhim. A child who was 
at hand thrust his wooden shoe into the extended 
jaws of the animal, and a man killed her with a 
hatchet in the arms of her captor. On opening 
the carcass, the eyelid and part of thescheek ofa 
human face was found in the stomach, together 
with a little maize. 


80 the poseupt Eis Richasd rkwright 

me years since, the present Sir Ric! A i 
chased the Hampton Court estate, near London, for whick 
he gave £370,000, equal to $1,644,444 94. The condi. 
tions were, to pay £100,000 down, and the residue to be on 
credit. As nothing was said at the sale relative to an endor- 
ser for the balance, but an endorser was required, Sir Rich- 
ard replied, that was not mentioned at the sale, and gravely 
observed to the gentleman who sold the estates, he presum- 
ed he understood casting interest, and if he would deduct it, 
he would pay the whole, which was agreed to. A few 
months after, some of the gentleman’s servants called at the 
seat in order to take away some fixed lamps, &c. which Sir 
Richard considered included in the sale; he objected to the 


articles being taken away; the servants observed they were, 


trifles; Sir Richard replied, ‘* You go and tell your master, 
that in consequence of his not attending to trifles he has been 
obliged to sell his estate; and by taking care of trifles, I am 
enabled to buy his estate, and pay for it.”” 

[Pawtucket Chronicle. 


Remarx.—He who attempts to gain a point in spite of 
reason or reflection, is like him, who begins to clambera 
tope before he has learned that it is secure at the top. ' 








POETRY. 


From the Episcopal Watchman. 
THE LOST DARLING. 
She was my idol.—Night and day to scan 
The fine expansion of her form,—and mark 
The unfolding mind, like vernal rose-bud start 
- To sudden beauty, was my chief delight.— 
To find her fairy footsteps following me, 
Her hand upon my garments, or her li 
Close seal’d to mine ,—and in the watch of night 
The quiet breath of innocence to feel 
Soft on my cheek,—was such a full content 
Of happiness, as none but mothers know. 
Her voice was like some tiny harp, that yields 
To the slight-finger’d breeze,—and as _it held 
Brief converse with her doll ,—or kindly sooth’d 
Her moaning kitten,—or with patient care 
Conn’d o’er the alphabet ;—but most of all 
Its tender cadence in her evening prayer, 
Thrill’d on the ear like some ethereal tone, 
Heard in sweet dreams.—But now alone I sit, 
.Musing of her,—and dew with mournful tears 
The little robes thatonce with wom pride 
I wrought,—as if there were a need to deck 
A being formed so beautiful.—I start, 
Half fancying from her empty crib there comes 
A restless sound, and breathes the accustom’d words— 
“Hush, hush, Louisa, dearest!””—Then [ weep 
As though it were a sin to speak to one 
Whose home is with the angels.— 
—Gone to God !— 








And yet I wish I had not seen the pang 
That wrung her features,—nor the aoa white e 
Settling around her lips.—I would that Heaven 
Had taken its own, like some transplanted flower, 
In all its bloom and freshness.— 
Gone to God !— 
Be still, my heart !—What could a mother’s prayer 





In all the wildest extacy of hope, 
Ask for its darling, like the bliss ofHeaven! L,H.S-. 














